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was only a name to me when he was Consul in Moscow, I didn't
even know he had been made an envoy to your Government until I
read it in your newspapers when I was a prisoner in the Peter and
Paul Fortress. Perhaps Reilly came to Russia with Lockhart in
January. You see, I've been in prison for the last eight months.
For eight months Fve been dead so far as any Secret Service work is
concerned. There's nothing so dead as a spy who falls into the hands
of the enemy. You must know that. I don't know anything about
anything unless------"
But the words I was about to say died on my lips.
I stared down at the floor.
When I raised my head I met Dzerjinsky's eyes.
"Your hesitation does you credit, Mr. Blair. I think I under-
stand something of what you are experiencing. But you seemed about
to tell me something. Perhaps you were going to name someone when
you interrupted yourself. Would you like to go on now ?"
I shook my head. All I wanted was the squad to come quickly
and get on with it.
He tapped the table impatiently.
"But, Mr. Blair, I thought you had decided------"
I shook my head again.
"Fve got nothing to say. Fm sorry if I misled you."
It was a miserable, disgraceful mumble.
"You know the alternative. There is a sentence of death already
passed on you. It will be carried out within an hour now."
I made no reply. I stared at my boots and felt sick with misery.
"Very well. Fm sorry, but if you refuse to help me you are my
enemy and I have my duty to perform with the enemies of my
Government.53
He walked to the door and asked the guard to summon the clerk
who had taken charge of me. I followed the clerk to another room
and signed acknowledgment of my own death sentence. I was left
in the room with the two guards who had accompanied me from
the Cross Prison.
I passed the next hour like a small boy recovering from a whipping.
At last they came for me and I was led through more musty,
grime-smelling corridors into a courtyard. I tried to walk firmly,
uprightly, but my head would jerk awkwardly on my neck and my
feet felt loose and oddly detached from me. It was broad daylight,
but there was no sunshine in the yard and everything had a raw,
night-chilled, early morning feeling, A file of five soldiers waited by
the opposite wall under charge of some sort of an officer. The walls
of the building were grey with years of soot. Several motor-lorries
with <kll grey hoods stood around. The scene was cheerless and